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T was for somebody's sins, I know not whose;
But sinners are plenty, and you can choose.
Though a cloister now of the dusk-winged bat,
'Twas rich enough once, and the brothers  grew

fat,

Looser in girdle and purpler in jowl,
Singing good rest to the founder's lost soul

But one day came Northmen, and lithe tongues of

fire

Lapped up the chapter-house, licked off the spire,
And left all a rubbish-heap, black and dreary,
"Where only the wind sings miserere.

No priest has kneeled since at the altar's foot,
"Whose crannies are searched by the nightshade's

root,

Nor sound of service is ever heard,
Except from throat of the unclean bird,
Hooting to unassoiled shapes as they pass
In midnights unholy his witches' mass,
Or shouting " Ho ! ho ! " from the belfry high
As the Devil's sabbath-train whirls by.

But once a year, on the eve of All-Souls,
Through these arches dishallowed the organ rolls,
Fingers long fleshless the bell-ropes work.
The chimes peal muffled with sea-mists mirk,
The skeleton windows are traced anew
On the baleful flicker of corpse-lights blue,
And the ghosts must come, so the legend saith,
To a preaching of Eeverend Doctor Death,